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French KINGS. 
LAMENTATION 
or the Death of (o many. of his Generals , and his 

Ill Succeſs 1n Ireland and Germany, where he Loſt 
ſo many of his Commanders, particularly in the 


Defeat given by Prince L9u% of Baden, to the 
Turkiſh Army, So 


es tit. I... 


|. 1h. A an /0y/ With Allowance. 
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ONG has my Breaſt bten with Bnpepictts iwelld, 
WhileI the Doubtful Chance of War beheld, 
4 Though I by Proxy Fought with others Arms, 
And in my Palace liv'd moſt fafe from Harms ; 
\s Men who fit ſecurely on the Shoar  - 
an view aStorm, and hear the Bilſows roar :- .. 
et hen I hear how faſt my Gen'rals fall, .. * . - 
jomething within me does for Pity call; }.__ -- 
TT! — *tis Childiſh, for gteat Souls like I4;ze, 
hould never at the Will of Fate repine :: © 
ut when Grim Death does ſuch Great He#oes tall, 
is fit ſdme Sighs attend their Funeral ; 
\ Monarchs Tears Embalim their Mem'ry mare 
han all the Spices of the Eftern Shore, © _ 
ut oh ! Tuch diff*rent Paſſions wrack my Breaſt, 
ind I with mighty Loads of Grief Op roll; 
2 Change of Pleaſure cannot fihd relief Bd, 
But yet there is a Pleaſure {ure in Grief.) 
Tad Private Centinells by Thouſands fell, 
ind Troops and Regiments gone quick to Hell ; 
Nere their Commanders ſafe I bad \got card, 
hoſe Wretthes are like Shavings of my Beard 
Vhich growspgan, for "tis my Suhjedts. care 
o get me Children toſupply the War : -— 
ut when a Gezral gets a Mortal Harm, 
Tis like the looſing of a Leg or Arm, 
Thich Loſs can never be repair'd agen; 
hat Praiſes then-are due to Valiant Men \ 


(2) 

St. Ruth, thou beſt of Gew?rals and of Priends, 

1hou Tru ty Drudge to my Ambitious Ends ; 
Who 4didft with Hereticks take mighty Pains, 

To ſet their Judgment right, Kpock's out their Brains; * 

ack | wad -a Sawcy Bullet ſnatch't thee hence, 

But againft'Chaxce how can there be Defence? 
Yet to thy.Menyry. I will Altars raiſe, 
And little Babes ſhall learn to Sing thy Praile ; 
Thy mighty Fame thy y iro rec Corps. ſurvives, 
$*, Rath fall Flouriſh while my'Glory lives 3 
Hiſtorians ſhall thy mighty AQts rehearſe, 
And Ports write thy Praile in Lofty, Yerſe. 
But muſt *the Great Treo?! be forgot ? 
7 rconnel worthy. of a Eraver Lot, 
Shall Gezerals like Common Mortals Dies 
And in a Scorching Feaver Gaſping lie ? 
* F'was his hard Fate to be {o Poorly Kill'd, 
Commanders ſhould Expire within the Ficld : 
*['was ſtrange he ſhould ſo well Two Kzngs Obey, 
James gave Command, but Lewis gave him Pay ; 
P:omiles may to Arms-the Brave lavite, « - 
But *cis the Ready Gold which makes *m Fi ht: NF 4 
More Ill News Still ? the Turks by Thouſan 3 Kita, Was . 
And Bader Louis Conquyror in the Field ; es Oye 
My Trufty Friends in Twrkiſh Habits Slain, 
The Army routed, and their Bagg e ta ae ; 
Sure Fate Deſigns to cruſh me Tie wy ME. 
By repetition of ſuch Overthrows, * 
Bur let the Angry Stars do what they. will, ; 
Lewis TI am and will be Lews ftill. © + | 
My Tears are ſtill to more Commanders _ 5 
But Grief does beſt by Dumb Expreſſions ſhew : 
My hopes are fruſtrate, andthe 1riſh Cosſt 
No longer mult of my Afſiftance bpaſt, 
The Fatal Battel was at Agbrim fo ghe,” 
Such dreadful Terrors to my Fancy brought, 
As Gameſters who have deeply Toft at Play, - © |. 
With their laſt Stake throw all their hopes away. - 
O Ireland, what Sums thy Quarrel Coſt, 
What ſtore of Blood was in thy Country loſt : ? 
My Folly I but now too late repine, 
Let who will take thee, for thou'lt ne*re be n mine. 
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